leave the unhappy victim a wreck, a caricature upon intelligent life. Pass on to another ward, and enter into conversation with that handsome, intelligent-looking grave gentleman in black.
He evinces a mind well stored with ancient and modern lore; he can illustrate any subject upon which you enter with the riches of information and fancy; he discusses the current topics of the day?politics, art, or science, with considerable insight into tlieir principles. Perhaps you detect no disorder of mind, until the close of an interesting interview, when, as a secret, he tells you of visions and special revelations from above, relating to some trivial matter of daily life ; or he communicates, under strict injunctions not to betray him, his imperial rank, of which his enemies have deprived him; or his superhuman power, which he only refrains from using because of his love for his fellow-creatures. He is Socrates, and can give you most convincing arguments that he is entitled to be alive now; he is Jesus Christ, and is again subjected to the malice of the world ; he is Mahomet; he is Napoleon Bonaparte, escaped forty years ago from St. Helena, and has been living here incognito ever since, for fear of re-banishment,?perhaps he retains his youth after all this, because he has discovered the elixir vitae. Or he has squared the circle, and is imprisoned for envy by men of science; or he has the philosopher's stone, and is confined because of the political and social influence he might exert through its means.
Look again at that decent mechanic : a few weeks ago he was recognised as a hard-working, honest, upright member of society; but one day he seized a fellow-workman by the throat and strangled him. He had no quarrel with him, and liked him very much, he will tell you; but " he was not humble before God, and the blessed Trinity suddenly appeared and told him to kill him."* Yet he is mild and amiable in character, and talks with perfect coherence upon all matters within the scope of his intelligence. His neighbour evinces no morbid propensity, save that of setting buildings, &c. on fire. The next has made frequent attempts at suicide, the reasons for which are utterly trivial and futile. That wretched-looking creature in the next room laid violent hands on a favourite child, and then delivered herself up to justice. She did not know why, but the temptation to kill it was irresistible, and she yielded ; with the completion of the act her right mind returned, and she became conscious of the crime ; no intellectual aberration can be traced.-fHere is another, with a look of excitement and importance, who will overwhelm you with a volume of words without connexion; half-formed ideas, causeless and evanescent emotions struggle 
